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Every effort it mads to 

(onto in the highoit quality «f 
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Hi THE DAY CIVILIZATION WENT BACKWARDS! 



[HENEVER BIllV BAT50N. 

famous ecu newscaster. 

SAYS THE WORD 'SHAZAM" HE 
IS MIRACULOUSLY CHANGED 
INTO POWERFUL CAPTAIN 
MARVEL, THE WORLDS 
MIGHTIEST MORTAL WHO 
COMBINES IN HIS MAGNIFICENT 
FUVSISUE THE TOWERS OF 
SIX OF THE MIGHTIEST HEROES 
OF ALL TIME/ 



Eft**'- - 



HOLV 
MOLEY/ EVERYBODY 
'IS GETTING RID 
OF ALL MACHINES 
AND INVENTIONS/ 



Each new invent™, from the 
simple wheel to modern radio and 
television, has been a step forward 
in the history of civilization / 

but suddenly, civilization besins 
id so backwards/ people discard 
the radio, the television , the tele- 
phone, the automobile, the airplane, 
and so on down the line .' 

what is the reason for this 
dread reversal ? that is what 
captain marvel must discover as 
he battles to halt the worlds down- 
ward plunge into an uncivilized abyss/ 



7 ar K, Hull 



OVER STATION WHIZ-TV, BILLY BATSON 
INTRODUCES A GUEST" SPEAKER / 
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THE HOUR HAS COME.' 
CIVILIZATION WILL NOW 
MAKE AN ABOUT-FACE 
AND SO DOWNHILL.' ALL 1 
INVENTIONS WILL BE 
DISCARDED, STARTING 
WITH THE LATEST 
— TELEVISION-' 




I, PROFESSOR SWOPE, 
HEREBV UN-INVENT 
TELEVISION.' FROM NOW ] 
ON, TELEVISION WILL 
' BE CAST ASIDE! GET 
BUSY, EVERYBODY.' , 
THROW OUT ALL 
-TELEVISION.' 




MAGIC LIGHTNING THUNDERSI 
DOWN AT THE MYSTIC WORRI 
AND BILLY 8ATS0N VANISHES! 



HE'S AS 
MAD AS A 
MARCH HARE! 
POOR FELLOW! fD 1 
BETTER HAVE CAPTAIN 1 
MARVEL HANDLE 
,HIM.' 

'st/AZAMl\ 



CAPI. MARVEL 



...aw m HIS 

PLACE APPEARS 
CAPTAIN MARVEL, 
THE WORLD'S 
MIGHTIEST 
MORTAL.' 



CAPTAIN MARVEL! 
BUT I'M NOT CRAZY. 
YOU IDIOT.' IT'S 
HAPPENING.' 
CIVILIZATION 
REALLY y 
GOING ■< 
BACKWARPS 
NOW.' p 
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CAPTAIN MARVEL FOLLOWS 
THE FLEEING SHIP TO A 
REMOTE MOUNTAIN 
TOP WHERE... 





CORRECT! THIS DIMENSION 
IS MEDIEVAL AND NEEDS 
ALL MODERN INVENTIONS/ 

I'LL MAKE A GIGANTIC 
FORTUNE SELLING AND 

INSTALLING TELEPHONES, 
TELEVISION, AUTOS AND ALL 
THE REST.' I'M BUILDING 
UP CIVILIZATION HERE, 
AND THEY'LL MAKE ME 
RULER IN GRATITUDE! 




AND MEAN- *==t YES, TO THE 
WHILE YOURE / POINT WHERE 
BREAKING v CAN EASILY 
DOWN CIVILI-) TAKE OVER 
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TldJHTWAD TAD ••• No shinin <» example/ 




f MAN Alt BATTlEt A TOffPEWS fl 

STATIONS! ) HBAPEPOUR *1J/^IS 




DIRECTLY FROM TELEVISION TO YOU! 



THERE SHE 
HBAPEPOUR mfiS-OHlY 
WAV/SIVELW Y AWAY.' WE'LL NEVER 
A FULL HEAP > V MAKE IT, PON ' 





jot $00* to APPg** or voimrfNofim nWsstMo lotjSj, 



Get this exciting book of dog-training secrets 
now revealed by 




o 



Brand new ! You've never seen any- 
thing like it before IThis new 24-page 
illustrated book contains 31 exciting 
tricks like somersaulting in theair . . . 
walking on front legs . . . jumping 
over hurdles ! Every boy and girl who . 
owns a dog needs this book. Ringling 
Bros' world-famous dog trainer says, 
"You can learn to train dogs quick- 



ly just by following the simple in- 
structions in this book. You'll learn 
how to have more fun with your dog, 
too !" Yes, kids, this is ■ a great 
opportunity for you to teach clever 
tricks to your dog. You'll be the envy 
all your friends ! So don't delay ! 
Send for your copy of this wonder- 
ful book it 



Here's how to get this 
great dog-training book NOW 

Just send 10 cents and one label from 
Dash to DASH DOG -FOOD, Dept. F. 
Box 7400, Chicago 77. Illinois. Or use the 
order blank at right. Send for your copy 
, today/ Dash ia extra good for your dog- 
■it's fortified with liver, the richest of all 
meats. So get Dash at your grocer's now I 

SEND FOR YOUR COPY TODAY I 



buy this booh in stores. Only Doih ha: 
Send for your copy today I 



DASH DOG FOOD 

Dept. F.Box 7400, Chicago 77, Illinois 

Please send my copy of "31 Tricks For Your 
Dog." I enclose 10 cents and 1 label from Dauh 
Dog Food 

N*mt~-~ — , i 



HURRY f Offoi for limited time only I 



JON JARL SAVES 1950 
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A JON JARL Adventure 
By Eando Binder, 



ONCE a month, it was the duty of Lieu- 
tenant Jon Jarl of the Space Police to 
visit Exile Asteroid. It was a tiny asteroid, 
and only one person lived there, a man called 
"Hitler" Carson. Jon landed his ship within 
the plastic dome, and the automatic doors 
slid shut behind him. Within the dome were 
breathable air and comfortable living quarters. 

A short dark man with a brushy mustache 
and ruthless face came up, wearing a mili- 
tary uniform. "Hello, Hitler," grinned Jon. 
"Conquer any new worlds lately?" . 

Hitler Carson snarled. "Don't keep rub- 
bing it in," he barked. "Don't forget that ten 
years ago I almost did conquer the whole uni- 
verse! I, Hitler Carson, very nearly became 
the dictator of all the planets from Earth to 
Pluto!" 

"Sure, sure," drawled Jon. "But you were 
defeated. Then, since capital punishment had 
been abolished, you could not be executed 
for your crime, so you were instead exiled 
to this asteroid, just as Napoleon was exiled 
to St. Helena." 

"Ah, Napoleon!" breathed Carson, rever- 
ently. "There was another great man of 
history! He, too, almost conquered his world. 
But Hitler was even greater, and that's why 
I took his name for my own!" 

Jon stared at the man. His history was 
strange. He was a megalomaniac, as Napoleon 
and Hitler had been before him. Ten years 
ago, he had secretly amassed a giant fleet of 
space bombers, and an army of fanatics, and 
had swept out to conquer the solar system. 
He had very nearly succeeded, bombing oc- 
cupied world after world, building up his 
empire, which he planned to rule with an iron 
hand like* Hitler of old. But attacking Earth 
itself, he had finally met his Waterloo, as the 
gallant Earth fleets rallied and shattered his 
mighty armada of space. 

Utterly defeated and stripped of all power, 
Carson had then been exiled to this lonely 
asteroid, to live the rest of his natural life 
dreaming of the savage glory that would never 
be his. Jon visited him once a month, just to 
make sure he had not escaped, died, or gone 
mad. But escape was impossible. No ship was 
ailowea for him to use. And none of his former 
henchmen could ever come to rescue him, for 
they, too, were all imprisoned for life. 

However, to occupy his time, Carson had 
been allowed a small laboratory to putter 
around with harmlessly. He had been a good 




scientist before he had gone out to conquer 
an empire. 

"Let's check on your .lab," Jon said, striding 
there. "Just in case you've cooked up some- 
thing you shouldn't have." Carson had to be 
watched like a hawk. A leopard does not 
change its spots. 

"What's this?" Jon asked, pointing to a 
new device that had not been there the pre- 
vious month. It looked like a radio transmitter, 
but of a queer, unknown design. 

Carson struck a pose of pride. "I just in- 
vented it. .I'm a scientific genius, you know. 
It's my Time Radio. It can send radio signals 
not only through space, but through time!" 

"What?" Jon said amazed. "You mean with 
this radio you can contact the future or past?" 

"No, not the future," said Carson. "Just the 
past. Listen, as I tune in the year 1950, which 
is over three hundred years ago !" 

He tuned the dials and a strange hum rose 
from the transmitter. "Hello, 1950! Hello, 
1950!" Carson barked into the microphone. 
"This is Carson calling from 2261 A. D.l 
Come in, Jaxon Joad!" 

Jon waited skeptically. It was impossible. 
No voice from the long dead age of the 
Twentieth century could come back. Carson 
must have gone mad, toying with the appara- 
tus. It was impossible for someone of 1950 
to answer and . . . 

Jon jumped. Clear as a bell, a voice came 
back. "Hello, 2261! This is Jaxon Joad of 
1950!" 

Carson turned triumphantly to Jon. "See? 
I am a genius. I have made contact with the 
Twentieth century with my time radio!" 

"It's — it's wonderful !" Jon had to admit. 
"Projecting your voice three hundred years 
into the past and getting an answer from 
that day and age so long ago!" Jon became 
enthusiastic. "Why, with that, you can get all 
sorts of direct historical information about 
their time. Written records are always so in- 
complete. We can find out all the mysteries 
and unknown things about their age. For in- 
stance, did they have penicillin in 1950?" 

Carson nodded. "I already found that out. 
They did. But they didn't have our wonder 
drug — saturnictllin, which we found on Sat- 
urn. So I sent him the formula!" 

"Great!" Jon said. "In other words. In ex- 
change for historical information they give 
us, we can in turn tell them of our advanced 
discoveries and inventions, thus helping the 
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Twentieth century civilization to progress!** 

Jon hesitated, but then stuck out his hand. 
"Shake, Carson," he said earnestly. "You may 
have been a ruthless would-be dictator before, 
but now you've actually done a good thing. 
Maybe it partly atones for your former evil 
career. Shake!" 

But suddenly, Jon turned, as something 
caught the corner of his eye. It was a big 
blueprint on a table nearby, and Jon instantly 
recognized it for the complete data on the 
greatest of all Twenty-third century war 
weapons — the Cosmic Bomb! Suspicion flashed 
into Jon's mind, and at the same moment, 
the voice of the man from 1950 once more 
came from the radio. Carson darted to turn 
it off, but Jon caught his wrist, and listened. 

"Well, Carson," came the ancient voice of 
Jaxon Joad of 1950, "Let's get on with that 
new weapon, eh? Send me the rest of the data 
on your Cosmic Bomb. Then I'll secretly 
manufacture it and sweep out and conquer the 
world, back here in 1950." 

Jon did not have to hear any more. "So 
that's it!" he roared at Carson. "Instead of 
trying to help the Twentieth century, you're 
going to plunge it into a bloody war of con- 
quest !"■ 

The last exclamation was not out of Jon's, 
throat when a metal bar descended on his 
head. Jon had not seen it concealed behind 
Carson's back. Jon's mind went black, and 
when he awoke, minutes later, he was firmly 
bound hand and foot, with Carson leering 
over him. 

"No," grated Carson, "I won't attempt now 
to fly away in your ship and escape my exile. 
It would be hopeless. The Space Police would 
spot me and eventually chase me down and 
drag me back. I know that it's utterly hope- 
less for me to try once more to conquer the 
universe, here in 2261!"' 

His eyes lit up with savage triumph now. 
"But I can help conquer the world of 1950 
now, with my time radio! Isn't it clever? 
I'll give the Cosmic Bomb to Jaxon Joad, 
in 1950. With that terrifically powerful 
weapon, the hydrogen-bomb is a mere fire- 
cracker. Joad can conquer the whole world 
of 1950. He'll become their dictator. He'll 
succeed where Napoleon and Hitler failed. 
And through him, I will be the real dictator 
of 1950, conquering a world!" 

Jon groaned. It was fantastic and diaboli- 
cal. Carson had given up all hope of becoming 
dictator in 2261. But working with Jaxon 
Joad through the time radio, Carson would 
succeed in conquering the world of 1950! For 
the rest of his life, then, Carson could bask 
in the glory of his stooge — Jaxon Joad, 
Supreme Dictator of Earth; of 1950! 

"Yes," gloated Carson. "It will be great fun 
helping Jaxon Joad conquer the Earth of his 



time. And best of all, there's no danger to 
me. I'll just sit here like a master chess- 
player and use the people of 1950 as my pawns 
and change their whole history! What could 
be sweeter than that?" 

Carson turned and began barking in his 
microphone. "All right, Joad, listen carefully. 
To make the Cosmic Bomb, in the third stage, 
use this formula and . . ." 

On and on his voice droned, giving the 
vital data to the would-be dictator of 1950. 
And Jon was helpless to stop him. Once 
Carson finished giving his data, no power in 
the universe could change things and save 
the world of 1950. There would be a holo- 
caustic war, and overnight, Jaxon Joad 
would smash all opposition and rule the 
world. Jon groaned again, in agony. He could 
only sit and watch this hideous deed take 
place before his eyes and ears. 

Suddenly, Jon's eyes widened. A few feet 
away was the power cable feeding current 
to the radio. It was not insulated! Jon slowly, 
noiselessly, inched his way/ over, bound 
though he was hand and foot. It was agoniz- 
ingly slow progress. If only Carson would 
not turn around and see . . . 

"Do or die!" Jon thought. He touched his 
ropes to the cable. 

There was a flash. Jon's whole body knotted 
as electrical current jolted him. Sizzling, the 
rope burst apart. Jon tore himself loose from 
the strands as Carson turned in alarm, swing- 
ing his metal club again. But Jon ducked and 
then rose from the floor with an uppercut 
that flung Carson halfway across the room. 

It only took Jon a few seconds to wield 
the metal club and smash the time-radio to 
broken bits. Jaxon Joad of 1950 had not re- 
ceived the full data for the Cosmic Bomb. 
And no scientist of 1950 could complete the 
missing formula, so far beyond their time. 

Earth of 1950 had been saved from crush- 
ing dictatorship* 

AN hour later. Jon had thoroughly 
destroyed the entire laboratory. Then 
he turned to Carson, who had watched with 
dismay. 

"That's the second time you failed to con- 
quer a world," Jon grinned. "And you won't 
get a third chance, my fine friend. No lab- 
oratory for yOu any more. On my next visit, 
a month from now, I'll bring you paper dolls 
to cut out. Let's see you plan any world con- 
quests with thatl" 

THE END 



Read the exciting adventures of Jon 
JARL in every issue of CAPTAIN MARVEL 
ADVENTURES! 
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BILLY IATSON, OVtftWHtLMlt 

WITH SVMfHTHy AND 
ADMIRATION, DECIPES TO HELP.' 



If iv£t A MAN WAS WORTHY 
AND DESERVED HELP, HONEST 
JOHN NORTON IS THE ONE.' 
HE'S KILLING HIMSELF TO 
PAY BACK DEBTS TO PEOPLE 
WHO INVESTED THEIR LIFE 
SAVINGS 



MAGIC LIGHTNING 
CRASHES DOWN AT THE 
MYSTIC NAME. CHANGING 
SILLY INTO HIS OTHER 

FORM OF CAPTAIN 
MARVEL.' 



9UT THE WORLD'S MIGHTIEST MORTAL 
MEETS A STRANGE REBUFF.' 



NO/ 1 
WON'T 

accept 

ANy H£LP, NOT 

£\i£N from you, 

CAPTAIN MAUVFl: 
THIS IS MY JOB 
AND fit 
ALL AlONt/ £ 




CAPT. MAXVIL 




CAFT. MARVa 




CAPT. MARVfl 




Xwi»T A MESS.' NOT ONLY IS HORTON 
C GETTING LAZV BUT GREEDY.' 
"i NOW HE'S GOING TO USE ME 
iST TO MAKE HIMSELF * RICH MAN.' 
SHOULD I REVEAL MVSELF 
NOW AND END HIS 
SCHEME? 
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NOW FOB THE LAST JOB ... HEY 
WHERE'S THE MAGIC LAMP? AND 
THE GENIE'S GONE. TOO.' BUT 
THERE'S STILL ONE MORE 
JOB TO DO FOR THE L 
THOUSAND 



WAIT.' WHAT IN THS WORLD'S THE 
MATTES WITH ME? WHY SHOULD I 
DEPEN0 ON A MASIC LAMP AND A 
GENIE ? I NEVER DID BEFORE IN 
MY LIFC/ 111 DO THAT LAST JOB 
MYSEIP, THAT'S WHAT.' WHAT AM 
t, A MAH O* A MOUSE? 
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BLAST IT! I WAS ML KAPY 
ID SKIP TOWN WITH ALL TH£ 

Money ftg TAKEN IN! BUT 

I'll fix you— mm this 
* chi l pish pcrsonality 
potion! 





f I'M JUST PLAIN OLD J ( AND THAT'S EXACTLY 
' TAWKV TAWNY, AND fjl 7 T HE WAY FOLKS WANT /V 
THATS ALL I AM .' ' YOU TO BE ' 
- r~—^ &O0£ 



AND FINALLY, AS CAPTAIN MARVEL EXPLAINS EVERYTHING 
AND ROUNDS UP THE NEIGHBORS... 




/&2fl 

T>^ ivrnmrnioH 




Do yew want bin h» loot? 
II Yu, *>.. raonib of birth. 

Mam. ro. B^ci-T f , jw ^ | 

Wriit Sin l»r(« □ (ffiUiQ 1 



H OR 

QDV£NTUR£ 

H GL0R 
INCITEMENT, AND' 

gjOPS IN 



URILLS 



f2 ALL FOR 
RJnly FAWCETT 

JJIagazines... 

□04 

[Howie ' 

■SENSATIONS.' 



Erf* 

\ /. 4 A. * . : T ■ 
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BOyS / GIRLS / TRY THOSE DELICIOUS" 1 
TOOTSIE POPS / AND THE 
POPULAR, LUSCIOUS 
"~SIE ROLL, 

TOO 1 
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ssv vtRij wi - Hi?62M2 !'.-i :.vi »vea tfiMea pbss 

ZiwUSSVi fiUil'RyOV K0U5 6U 6ZPV LEV! IFOV Ui VZI6S/ 
<S»i?H fiifNV 6V SZH Z HXSVNV KRJCS KF£H LfS ZOO UBlV 
ZMW ►OFmTVH XRERORA26R1.M RMSL ZM ZV8IIH LU XtMUFH&M 
ZMW eVIILI.'PSZS XZM VEVM XZKG2RM NZIEVD WL £L XLWZS 
69RH 7WLMS IMRHH CSV VCXRSMT ZMHPVI BM MVCG 
NLMSS'H RHHFV.' 
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my star boy broadcaster, 
billy batson, will aid me 
in -interviewing the pass- 
ing public ! we hope you 
all enjoy this telecast 
for- This is 
you the public! 
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FORGET IX CAPTAIN MARVEL! IT ^ 
WASN'T TOUR FAULT HE GOT AWAY' 
BESIDES, YOU'VE GOT OTHER THINGS 
TO THINK ABOUT NOW-' ESPECIALLY 
THAT NEW TELEVISION PROGRAM 
WE HAVE LINED UP FOR NEXT 
WEEK— STARRING VOU.' 




1 GOODNESS! 
WHAT'S WRONG? 
' CAPTAIN MARVEL'S SUIT 
? 1S GREEN INSTEAD 
OF RED! 



VlReS/ anp his pace is 

PURPLE! HIS EYES ARE 
SEP! MS TEETH ARE BLUE! 
THE PROGRAM IS UTTERLY 
RUINED/ OUR TELEVISION 
AUPIENCE WILL TUNE 
US OUT.' 
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r this is 

THE fEPERA 
COMMUNICATIONS 
COMMISSION 
CALLING,' UNLESS 
YOU IMPROVE YOUR' 
TRANSMISSION, 
WE'LL BE FORCED 
TO REVOKE YOUR 
, BROADCASTING 
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HEE HO HAAAAX' I'M tired of 
i SAVING PEOPLE.' I'M GOING 
, TO KILL A FEW DOZEN 
' , INSTEAD.' HAAa 

NO.' HO.' 
f WHO'S DOING 
THIS? WHO ARE 
THOSE IMPOSTERS? 
SHAZAM 




NOW r GET IT-' THOSE DEAD 
MICE WERE REP HERRINGS TO 

MAKE US THINK SOMETHING 
INSIDE WHIZ HAD GONE WRONG! 
BUT IT WAS AN OUTSIDE JOB 
ALL THE TIME! I NEED SOME 
HI6H FREQUENCE TRACING 
EQUIPMENT.' 



SOON, THE WORLD'S MIGHT- 
IEST MORTAL TRACKS POWN 
THE IMPULSES OF THE 
MYSTERIOUS TELECAST... 



I FLEW ALL OVER AND 
GOT A READING FROM 
THREE DIRECTIONS TO 
FIND OUT WHERE THE 
.TELECAST IS COMING 
FROM.' 




MEANWHILE, WITHIN, THE VILLAIN REVEALS 
HIMSELF AS NONE OTHER THAN MARMADUKE 
VAN SLICK, MASTER JEWEL THIEF.' 



HA, HA! IT'S WORKING GREAT! IT WAS PRETTY SLICK 
GETTING TWO CROOKS LIKE YOU TO PLAY THE 
PARTS OF BILLY BATSON AND CAPTAIN MARVEL, 
PUTTING ON THAT HORROR PROGRAM, AND 
GIVING WHIZ-TV THE FINAL 
KISS OF DEATH.' 
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THOSE TWO BLUNPERWG *OR- 
ONS, BILLY 8ATSON AND 
STERLING MORRIS, RUINED 
MY LAST JEWELRY JOB. 1 
THAT CRIME WAS A CLASSIC' 
A WORK OF ART.' SO I ft 
WANTED REVENGE) I 
WANTED THEM TO SUFFER 
AS 1 HAD. OVER THE RUIN- 
ATION OF MY GREAT CRIME 
MASTERPIECE' 



USING MONEY FROM PREVIOUS 
HAULS, r BOUGHT THE M 
NECESSARY EQUIPMENT TO 
SEND OUT AN INTERFERING 
SCRAMBLER SIGNAL ON 
THEIR TV CHANNEL! I CAUSED 
THE MIXED COLORS AND 
DISTORTIONS.' BUT I 
PLANTED DEAD MICE IN 
THEIR PLACE TO POOL 
THEM! 



THIS HORROR PROGRAM OF CAPTAIN 
MARVEL GOING BERSERK WILL RUIN 
WHIZ COMPLETELY! MORRIS WILL" 
BECOME A BANKRUPT PAUPER.' AND 
BILLY BATSON WILL BE OUT OF A JOB! 
THAT'S MY BIS, CLEVER, TORTURING 1 
r REVENGE AGAINST THEM! HA, Hid* 
OrtWAAA.' 
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the BtCYCLB 
with BUMPERS! 

• Rugged side bumpers protect the 
bequtiful finish of Roodmaster when- 
over it Is dropped or laid on the ground 
...or parked against a building. ..keeps 
your bicycle looking nice for years! 




COWBOY CARBINE 

Be a cowboy sharpshooter! Own and shoot this 
husky red ryder carbine! It looks, feels, handles 
like a real western saddle gun. Yours for only $4.95! 
or better still . . . buy Daisy's great Target Set- 
get all this: red ryder carbine with 2-power 

MAGNIFYING SCOPE MOUNTED; BELL RINGING METAL 
TARGET; TARGET CARDS; GENEROUS SUP- 
PLY BULLS EYE BBS . SHOOTING & 

scope manual. Target 
R-i-N-G-s when"bull" 

is hit. COMPLETE SET 
big carton, 
$7.50. 



Ama/ing nir rifle idi 
regular steel BBs 01 
Cork Ball indoor ammunition w 
fame gun! COMPLETE OUTFIT h; 
Famous, accurate hard-hilling "2- 
1" pump Gi.'T.* (a 50-shot rej 
boll "take apart" mod 
"action." walnut finish stock, "gold 
engraved jacket I; 2-powi 
inc scope mounted; bell rincinc 
target, cards And 350 BBa for regula 
BB shooling; extra cork-ball shoot 
(inserted in a jiffy 



useable) 

gets; shooting & scope 
complete outfit in big carton, onlv 
$9.95. Daisy Pump Gun a 
BB shooting barrel, $6.95! 





OftlSY MANUFACTURING CO.. DEPT. 1295. PLYMOUTH, MICH.. U. S. A. 

I i-iu-low KJo lilliH imuwcl -W •-l:mi|i. Srml n.r |Kisl|)ui<!, Ail- 

- !),»[] MMS\ TAIiCK I' <'OM]>KTIT10N ,>!u: ht.^A 

■ .colored DAISY AIR CATALOG! 



CITY STATE.. 

So we can HELP YOU GET A DAISY FOR CHRISTMAS, 
print below NAME nnd INITIALS of your FATHER or 
GUARDIAN. wrilc him later! 



Mount Thi» DAISY, 
MAGNIFYING 
SCOPE No. 300 

°cicept U No?"oS 
Single Shot)! 



curacy. More 

fun! POSTPAID from FACTORY 
for $2 or $1.98 at your dealers! 
ALL 5TEEL BELL RINGING 
TARGET, No. 7TB 
To be a champion shot you NEED 
this sturdy metal target specially de- 
signed for real target practice. 
POSTPAID FROM FAC- - 
TORY with Official Target . /, 
Carda, for 10c or 69c at C 
your nearest Daisy dealer! 



OAISV BULLS EVE SHOT IS BEST FOR 



FATHER'S NAME 



AIR RIFLES 

176 BBs In New Giant Pouch For Only 5c 
DAISY MANUFACTURING CO., Dept. 1295, Plymouth, Mleh., U.S.A. 



